same address books, our contacts so entwined, overlapping, and intimate that part 
of my job was to deal with the endless queries and requests, however large or 
small, from Trump’s countless rich and famous acquaintances. I called any and all 
of the people he spoke to, most often on his behalf as his attorney and emissary, 
and everyone knew that when I spoke to them, it was as good as if they were 
talking directly to Trump. 

Apart from his wife and children, I knew Trump better than anyone else did. 
In some ways, I knew him better than even his family did, because I bore witness 
to the real man, in strip clubs, shady business meetings, and in the unguarded 
moments when he revealed who he really was: a cheat, a liar, a fraud, a bully, a 
racist, a predator, a con man. 

There are reasons why there has never been an intimate portrait of Donald 
Trump, the man. In part, it’s because he has a million acquaintances, pals, and 
hangers on, but no real friends. He has no one he trusts to keep his secrets. For ten 
years, he certainly had me, and I was always there for him, and look what 
happened to me. I urge you to really consider that fact: Trump has no true friends. 
He has lived his entire life avoiding and evading taking responsibility for his 
actions. He crushed or cheated all who stood in his way, but I know where the 
skeletons are buried because I was the one who buried them. I was the one who 
most encouraged him to run for president in 2011, and then again in 2015, 
carefully orchestrating the famous trip down the escalator in Trump Tower for 
him to announce his candidacy. When Trump wanted to reach Russian President 
Vladimir Putin, via a secret back channel, I was tasked with making the 
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